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Father I sce you 
Dying beneath old pine rivers, 
‘And with withered legs you'll catch in the sway. 


[say the storm will send a bluebird 
‘To our garden bath to light, 
‘And with fractured wings Il let him drown, 


hear a flood will wash wilted cherry leaves 
Into each the bellies of an old bull, 
‘And with him... his ealf has come to graze. 


Father I fear your disease 
Will follow me to the old pine river 
‘And I'l wait by the sickle bend as you settle. 


Can't you hear met 
said your only Son sees 
You to death and water. 


Mother! Tell Father I see him 
Dying beneath the current tonight: 
Tsee him if he goes Il go to see. 


Anything to keep himéme out of the water 


‘Anything to get him to the bed and me rest... anything, 


“Child there's no need now, 
Itain’t the water he’s going to 
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‘there are three lives I call rivers, 
between every Human atom 

‘he axis built like a levee— 

‘the first runs vivid between temples 
of the Human head 

hall-liquid and swelled flesh, 
‘making the brain 

resemble the outer curves 

{a riped&bitten blossom, 


the second resembles an old photograph 
a Human face, father-serpentine 

ripe with impulse and order, 

carving eyes in an apple tree 

‘what you call seasons I call millenniums 
Mother passes between every bloom, 

two rivers run parallel 

‘until there is room for the third, 


broke, the levee man says: 
‘water's coming: 


“it’s simple child— 
is to be bitten, 


‘and the third river crossed. 


but plant the seeds 
with waters of the two, & 
leave the ashes where they lay. 


rains will come 
soon... they'll be 
Mother's..." 
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Child, they never talk much about him drowning 
Tran through forty mayflies with a broad-head 
Emblem on the truck hood: Appalachian heirloom. 
Never tum the song down or sin in Tennessee 
Until the sun leaves us alone, Never miss a word. 


Coming home in the Indian summer, 
He won't keep from erying 

‘When she sings the humid 
Appalachian blues of the dead 
Drunk on the front porch swing, 


Alone he met bashful youth 
Ina swatch of crow moon 
Like catfish eyes 

Catching a solar eclipse, 


Alone he met youth, 
Bashful in his eyes, 

‘The rivers that eclipse him 
Like a long-lived family lie 


‘The Myth: On the bank sat He a Boy 
Called by Someone the Good Preacher's Son, 
Fine with his wine bottle he skipped hurricanes 
‘Atop the water: the young lies we all tel 


Never truer words told except 
Once Good Preacher's Son walked 

‘The river water toward a thicket of cane 
Slept for three days and came back. 


We've been talkin ‘bout Him ever since. 


‘three days glow in the afternoon rain dance— 
the birds in the feed closet want their wings 
to splay rites on the world-myth a wider span, 
want rumors of legs and webs like a spider 

to crawl thirsty toward each other; 


‘but never mind that now. The old saying goes: 


‘grounded bodies give way 
to marrow and bands of muscle 
to charge lust on the other's skin-touch. 


‘the cool dignified caress 
the dust of southern crosses 
piercing again a pastel prayer 

{nto the chests of ereek-bank boys 
‘and the breasts of southern belles, 


but never mind their sins now; you had to be there, 


who knew they could talk like that 
‘without moving their faces or mouths, 
‘tipping a mason jar back they pray 
tothe others you wanna fly? 


‘a vague love language becomes clear: 
Tsay I want just a taste, I want 
creek dew just above the skim 
between a pair of mouths: 

four lips, two tongues and a single, 
slender body of water 

to float you down. 


you say you want a better view 
of the river; I say 
iow just the one. 
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‘the dead take bets on the side, being worn flat pebbles 
young rigid rocks become smooth; 
‘the aged make it easy to the other bank 


you've scen them young tumbled down the narrows 
‘catch occasionally on the riverbed, content to sink, 
turn in the swift of the current glide and stick 

long to be had by tiny hands from the bank. 

you have a young eye for the sure wager. 


‘the water around these stones 
um-pits their bedrock surfaces. 

the river has its way into the stone & 
sands them clean for the contest 

(who can skip theirs to the other side first) 


ifthe man with the high stakes has his way 
they'll exact as glass when they drown 

and continued downstream, 

never making the other bank. 


‘but if the river has its way 
someone will bet you to swim to the bottom 
+0 see all the settied rocks and grab 

‘a smoother peddle than you 

‘could ever find as Mother's boy 
skipping stones in Chalk Bank Holle 
you'll make the west bank from the east 
they'll let you choose your own stakes for the wager then. 
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Mother wants to say you'll never again at your age 
skip any stone to the other side, say no matter 

‘how smooth the dead in your family 

you'l remember where they belong along the river. 
‘deny her & say double or nothing and make a splash: 


Mother knows you have to leave town. 
even before you say you threw Daddy 
in the river, never intending to pay up. 


Mother knows you bet hi 
Mother knows. 


to drown, 


VI 


hands leave 
the field at dark 
‘covered in new earth 
peeling from hair 

& bone— 

‘5wo orphans 

raked blood 

from a tumip patch 


knelt down 
and canned it 

Tor winter— 

others had 

plenty leftover, 
others 

ut their rakes down 
and went fishing 


the rest returned 
borrowed tools: 
aewent home, 

they weren't orphans 
freezing from the river. 


with Father buried 
‘on the mornings 
they stock 

for winter 


‘bwo hands sit warm, 
with their Mother's 
blood by the door, 


waiting for pick axes 
and the fields 
to thaw 


vi 


‘across the field 
a field-hand’s distance 
T saw smoke burning 
(though I hardly recognize 
the outside of his head) 


old techniques of flame in the field caught him 
loosing the land with fire from old growth, used growth 
‘and the last, un-harvested runs of millet & hay 


these are the old techniques of the dead, 
the sharecropper’s fix— 


snot much for offering 
‘a distinction between 

the incandescence in the field, 
loose hairs burning, 

and the arresting 

iridescent flame itself, 


no distinctions between, 
hhim the fire the flesh. 


the field, the hay runs, 
the millet, the old brush, 

‘the bend of land, the morning 
smoke settles, 


cverything as planned 
at this distance he readied himself 
for the next run of lame. 


truth be told, 


that may have been early fog, 
coming off the river, 


vi 


Copperheads stalk in pairs 
‘The hayfield behind. 

‘The whiskey 

Stills of frenaied summer 


He carries a GI scythe, 
Spare copper line, yeast 
Forty gallons of mash 


It takes a slow week 
To make good shine, 
Allittle longer to settle 


It takes two healthy snakes 
‘To make a decent belt— 
One is unfortunate. 


It’s not uncommon 
Every couple falls 

A single copperhead 
Coils dead in a jar, 

(Or holds still in wait for 
‘Amoon shinning man; 


It’s not uncommon 
Every couple falls 
One overlooks the other. 


‘The man dies of snake bite, 
(Or makes a belt, 


His whiskey sells either way. 
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deep in the confine of family rituals the soul 
‘more lke creek water flows. 
‘a patient mandswoman encoded: 
‘a relic of driftwood om a gravel bar. 


tucked in side channels, 
‘we of the backwaters between 

us dripping like centuries of water. 
striking graves await us, 


gentle creatures in the nooks of a river 
raising histories from mud like cane, 


like pine tar in mid-drip will 
flood like between fingers 
‘the spoon minnows slip & 
‘come like rain from the rapids & 


‘we wade into calmer water, 
set for widest banks 

fon the river to pull 

from the mouth of a hollow 
so we can re-wake the dead, 


natives of the water 
fit to dress us 
in back country fields 
like wild game: 


like ereek water lows 
beaulifuléerestrained 
before it spreads 
‘unbridled into the old pine river 
afew counties south of the interstate 
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Among the smallhead blazing stars, 
‘The littieblue stems, the big buttons, 
‘And the slenderleat foxgioves, 
Your death is mentioned first. 


From cracks in riverbank boulders 
Shade is your disease. 

Eighteen yellow ray florets 

Dropping into the swift, 

‘Carried down for the mouth to swallow. 


‘The Old Lady down Sycamore Lane, 

‘The Old Lady of Gardens we called her, 

Said the last of Ruth’s Golden Asters, Lazarus, 
‘Was growing up through Caleb's Rocie 

(On the west bank of the Sickle Bend. 


When we warned her of the fload 
She eried Alleluia and danced. 

‘The rushing and scouring of the river 
Aborts new life competing for light & water. 


With all the levees, the clear-cuts, the invasion 
Of clumsy boots on the river lovers, 

- that little star won't make it to see 
‘Another spring flood plant one ofits seeds 
‘And wake the dead, I'l plant you Lazarus.” 


Fifty years after The Old Lady of Gardens 
Followed Ruth’s last Aster into the muddy banks, 
Her granddaughter christened her memorial 
‘With three final entries from her field book, 


As follows: 


1, Removed the Sunberries, the Nightshades, & 
Paterson's Curse 


2. Propagated the Azalea, the Juno Iris, & the 
Purple Passion. 


3. Kept Asters* in Funeral Dress. Woke Lazarus. 
& The river wept 


Ruth's Golden Aster is a flower 
endemic to a single, small rural 
‘county in the 

‘American South, 

Itis only found along the banks 
of two Tennessee rivers, 

and is federally listed as. 

‘a highly endangered species. 


At one point it was believed 
to be extinct, before 
(almost miraculously) 
returning (from the dead) 
after a great flood. 


Lazarus woke up. 
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xI 


Fish hooks embedded they won't forgive 
He was dead in the river alone, 
Clear black medicine 


(On a breath not his own name 
Untangled from the farmer's mouth. 
Makes no difference to him 


How the fish gets home, 
‘Just that it’s his alive in the bucket 
Long enough he eat well, 


Like the onslaught of hounds 
Ona dead hare dressed by the river, 
‘Trespassers find him there in mid-season, 


Like a hot live wire whipping the highway 
Fly twine snapped and broke at the river, like sap 
Quietly they leave: his knife opened; his boots filled — 


[A trigger-back, a spoon-popper’s sweet corn, 
Annight-crawler his trusted lures of bass 


Drifting out from his side downstream, bound 
Someplace near a pump house the sun now 


Born through the emptied burl of a pin oak, 
Some place a school of dead and dying minnows 


Now collected in the bend of a drying river, 
Somewhere near a baby bird 


‘Teaching himself new ways 
To hold his father's knife-song to the tree, 


Somewhere that man just finished with it 


Drown last night beneath a sycamore. 


Names of everyone who'd fished his spot 
Return to the river forgive them, 


” 


xm 


daddy told them how, 
a leaking source is sometimes known 
to half take life from a thing with life 


(bent down and sealing that leake 
‘seeps into the body the ground water 

belches from the pump house otherworld 
rumors of sulfur and Appalachian heavy metals) 


deposited on crystalline rings of minerals, 

the temporary patches ill like swatches of blood 
‘gauze over the wound of a rusted wound, 

‘a lealg in the source wall, backed up 

to a basin of stagnant water. 


[fit backs anymore that thing’ flood the hollow. 


we come for this thirst with intentions 
to re-weld the wound in the hull. Release the safety gate. 


You&! (we come for a hurried un-surfacing of 
free air, 
‘a sample of ground water, & a quick patch of the levee 
our thirst, the sudden christening 

breech of a water wall, 


‘we} no more come for a blister of throats, but to repair 
‘this aged and temporary barrier— 


xu 


the hollow where he stood riveted 
brush fires knee deep 

into the land_ I've waded frantic 
‘through dying cherry trees 


‘wild poison of the forest 
to the sick-inns where daddy r 
unashamed for a soldier wilting, 
he gripped for higher ground 
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to rip molecules of gravity 

from this galaxy, flat all earth 
& still lke silence fall 

off hands of a grandfather clock 


across the hollow down 
‘around the narrow above 
the delta; anywhere 

between bend and mouth 


hhe could have been found, 
when the river was down 
‘he'd look for pools to save 
the minnows, 


now he scratches his name 
in the mud— 
‘a pair of crow feet 


xIV 


signing gently the air like hummingbirds 
into the quick blooming of the afternoon, 
wwe shake our new gait 
from a slender wind at the heels 

to breathe, and wonder 


what birds would have 
written in the hush 
‘had not only their bones been memoirs 


they say but it’s good, they say nothing 
for not knowing, and all other things clot 
apart from this certain elixir like feathers 

‘to mute the songs the dead sing 
between breakfast and 
the first slain leaves of fall 


in time for sweet water, quick 
into the afternoon 
limber as bending reeds 
on the heels 
quick with a slender residue of wind 
they sing and we hear them, 
they know we are 
listening 


‘there is no static run-off from the sun 
it's pure melody 
like particles aloft in a hay barn 

‘or a shade-tree 


we mistook 
the oak-shadows for oceans 
‘and the barn for a cathedral 
the oak for a well 

and sang. 


dry the spigot drips, like bells drip with song, 
land pits the quick mix of water and earth 

we take our tums pumping 

they say 


who heard the song today, they say 

‘under the spigot’s stream with their hands, 
they say they know us, 

we say you never can tell 

‘we know the birds, we know the hush 
we know on the third toll 
‘the water will slow 
and we will all be song 

like supper bells and, 
hummingbird raptures above 

‘a dish of sugar-water, they 

float 


they say 
somewhere a hummingbird 
taking her turn 
‘tucks histories under her mate's feathers 
land sends him to earth 
in the slenderest wind, 
a smaller bird 


peeling and retracting the feathers 
‘rom the neck ekin, 

‘and the songs not so much a hum 
but a ritual, 
‘a natural reaction to any 
rendering of the afternoon. 


‘these songs appear sharp as landscapes 
‘eross-hatching the harmony of a slender wind 
like a backdrop these songs 
prove intimate in the theatre of the dead 


the gaze and repose a quick burden, 
the authorial closeness slips quietly 

like fog through the deep under-things 

of their melodies to the canopy of a thicket 

and evaporates 


wwe see them begin this ascent and vanish 
we see them less than ghosts, quick with the moment 
they leave us for song 
swe see them sharp as a landscape 80 near 
they are breathing and beautiful, 
intoxicating pethaps, impalpable as smoke 
‘that collects on the inside of flue, 
the dust of two dead birds. 


all birds die like birds 
to sing as though they were already dead 
for those who have gone too early 
and right on time. 


and if they would go early. 
it would take many years, 

before the spirit world would return 
to its former whole, 
and we make off 

like a bandit 

into the hours 


they'll fad us at night 
ifwe're lucky 

‘between our bed sheets 

‘and the cool layers of the earth 


‘or we'll find them in the morning 
out singing their bodies away 


and taking their breakfast early 


while it’s still warm 

and they can vaguely re-straighten 

that gentle bend in their melodies 

‘and become painters to their canvases, 
sing themselves into existence. 


they can smooth these things 
because they've seen this bending before, 


‘these cross-hatchings, 
‘the long strokes, 
the gouges in the notes 
building layers from the palette into the surface 
with a stranger and more beautiful dust 


con cue they bow back from their lives 


back from the quick grip of a shadow 
to that vantage point and continue 
like a murder of crows 
watching the others and themselves 
‘mix into and then out of 
the bare threads of the canvas-song 


and when they've finished they'l go 
with that cool reticence 
like the artist knows 
it doesn’t matter where the canvas hangs 
eventually. 
‘the oil will dry 
and she will sign her name 
Just below the hummingbirds 


xv 


1. As she wades to him unclothed beyond the river 


consider you are a dressmaker 
‘unelothed beyond the river, 


Iwill consider you naked 
in yourself a cluster 

‘of soft white shadows 

in your morning dress, 
the one you 

‘can't unhook without help, 


in the afternoon 
you pack fifty corsets 
‘through water, across 
the other bank 

to the cemetery 

fon the bill 


(one for each 
the buried, and for yourself 
none) 


you clothe the stones 
the dead leave you 
‘weathered crosses 

to stretch your pattems, 
your silk, the thread of 
your fingers opening 


like ten needles naked 
in the evenings 

you sew 

into the graveyard, 
re-stitching every bust 


until you find 
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cone that fits 
land wear it 
home for him. 


I. when together naked their bodies become the river 


he considers her from the earth 
naked beside the water, she won't look 


she considers him covered to the world like water 
‘and unclothes him for herself to keep beside the river, 


by the water she redresses them both, 
{as soon there is leaving to be done— now 


she is a soft cluster covered & ongoing through 
her morning dress of white shadows, open 


to his body uncovered for her wet figure unfusling; 
herGehim the humid pair in the afternoon, 
walled nude into the water. 


when he's gone she'll take her patterns & leave 
fresh impatiens on the grave, 
then dress the exposures he left of her. 


shell sew one dress for each the unmarked 
beside him; shel bury all her selves un-naked alone. 


consider soft light flecks on the skim, a modest dusk. 
falling by the water, 
consider for one slick stone she'll overlook all the dead, 


like the water averlooks the river she wades into him 
in her soft white morning dress for him 
the river to remove 


her from her body beneath, she considers the cool dead 
white sway undone from her thighs the leggings 
and the sash washing downstream, 


tas the river overlooks her naked to watch her 
ripples like ribbons on the skim, 
she dips her hair come loose and dripping, 


diving into the cool narrows she won't consider him 
anywhere but in that jutted current beneath her dress 


she won't consider she’s unclothed 
herself beside the river. 


‘she won't consider herself a body 
naked without his, 


XVI 


Mother 
the river 

narrows pump like slender arteries, 
against bank pangs of katydids 
covering hot gravel roads, 

may we holler for the molting land, 
call up through the hands, summon 
four kinéeblood to the far banks. 


I want to wring old rivers from my hair 
& skin wrap my bones 

‘to make my skin shake dry 

& dream my body 

never wakes again 

‘without touching the river. 


want to be in dripping skin 
like brothers and sisters, 

rot blood squeezed from the shadow 
of a homesick father 

lat rest in a bed not his own, 


80 I toss two stones to the river 
‘and watch them fade into the blue. 


Mother are you certain 
both will reach the bottom. 


” 


XVII 


Other nights I dig up Appalachian diamonds in the dark 
Little stones making the river bed— tiny prayers 
Answered or moved to prayer through hard current 


Solid waves of vows we'd trade 
‘Over morning coffee— those choice few beans 
Inhaling the other's steam, 

Our mouths human 

On the rims 

Of ttle, paper cups 


Quiet, though sometimes I sat 
Pealing labels off half bottles of beer 
Digging in the jukebox: 

For another cobalt tune— 


While we wait defeated demigods 
‘To must, litle grey dedications to water 
Like knee-deep tin soldiers 

In our miniature diamond war. 


Few nights T waded motionless the dark river 
Passing through millenniums— antique shoals, 
Moonlit aftergiow on the gospel 

Hymns of katydids, humid in the wind 


Recalling that clandestine exchange, our vows 
‘The pangs we used to know 

Appalachian skies heavy with smoke signals, 
Halos that once said ‘We see you, amen.” 


We others in the perimeter, others 
Making coffee and pealing labels, others 
Torn between two merging rivers 

Mouths of water, and the modest saviors 


Say of them none will ever match 
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‘Those elusive phrases I frequently can't recall 
‘The stark and the bare and the bone depths of morning 


Measured like creek water 
In ounces of black caffe. 

‘Others still most will never know, 

Even see gazing stark naked their morning steam 
Or half bottles of beer to say We see you" 


‘Those solid few cups of black 
Liquid keep us in touch with that one, 
Solid fact of land and water: 


One day, maybe soon, we will leave 
‘Overlooked by those morning reflections, and 
By sunlight be turned to stone. 
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XVIII 


perhaps then we will come to the end 
‘of a thing worth ending and return 
our borrowed dish set to its owners, 


perhaps then the colors in our skin 
‘will have leaked and vaporized 
collected on the atmospheres 

land the coated windows of old homes. 
they will be individually numbered 

no longer ours, 
something more than skin tones 


when the new owners arrive 
at our former houses 
fold décor will be thrown away, 
‘hin films of gray 
‘will be dusted from the windowsills, 
and replaced with a newer glaze. 
when it rains they will seep like us 


into the watershed a permanent blue 

settling into the pitted skin of earth and bedrock, 
their occasional pieces our bodies, 

‘our old smells in someone's hair, 


this is how they say 
‘we don't get old 
but leave our pigments where we go. 
some called it a moving on, 
some call it an unfortunate thing. 


but like a slender sheen of frost 

‘we will unfurl from a river and come back again, 
they will see us 

‘out of the corners of their eyes, 

‘unbendable sun light-us-8-them 
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bending through the 
‘curtains in our previous rooms 
to that slender 
corridor caught 
between the drape threads and the panes. 
they will hang like souvenirs 
from those refractions 


in our window 


when we wake suddenly before I go, 
‘we will first repack my things to be sure, 
‘and put down my breakfast quick, 
rinse and re-box the cups unconcerned, 
‘we couldn't notice they never matched the set. 


but, then again 
it was never ours to begin with, 
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don't forget though 
just for the winter 

some will go 
South they eay, while supplies last 
but who knows where 


perhaps into some deep forgotten underworld 
surrounded by bones, a catacomb of sort, 
‘a forgotten monument, or 
maybe a resort 
town by the coast 


they will go 
‘because they are told to, 
they'll go because it gets cold. 
they go for umbrellas in their drinke 
and karaoke 


they say if they don't they'l lose 
their precious shares of time 
‘and miss their favorite songs 


‘and who knows, 
it may be their last winter there 
to show the others haw its done, 
how the trip is made most efficient, 
hhow to read the marriage of the constellations 
‘and how, if at all, to make it hoze. 


but when they arrive 
quick off the jet stream, 
quick on their brightly colored wings 
quick into their rented rooms, 
home will be the last 
of their worries 


home is where they keep their pieces and things 
‘and not themselves 

in archives and old bureaus, 

home is a limited space, 


«a cross-base of forgotten records, 
‘an attic of dust and old decorations 
unusable heirlooms and lawn furniture, 


places they aren't, places they were 
space that can only be occupied 
for the slenderest moment 
before the sun passes South 
‘above the equator 
like a steadfast conductor 
whose favorite song is a march 
cor a waltz perhaps, 
depending on where he stops 


and when they leave their things inside their things 
inside their off-season rooms 
for the unbendable heels of sunlight 
they'll mesh seamless into that melody 
like a hot karaoke night the winter before. 


sometimes they lose their heads, 
forget their favorite song 


other times it's the only one 
they can remember 


xx 


‘The First Hour is hardest to handle 
Anew neighborhood, overiooking a basin 
Of tightened and brightly colored boxes 


Naked against fresh coffee 

In newly painted kitchen air 

You expect at any moment 

With your brains to be hanged 
With opportunity to make a killing, 


‘As you leave for work 
‘Three steps off the sidewalk 
Ringing Barth like Saturn 
Ask your zodiac for a light 


(She is Aquarius. It will begin to rain. 

‘The Horoscope Section killed 

‘The romance & mysteries of the tniverse, 
‘The Five-Day forecast the weather } 


She won't mention the weather, 
Neither should you, 


‘the comer lot is something to be desired 
the appraisers say, 

‘opens the property 

‘to newer, more sophisticated markets 
buyers with responsibilities, 

buyers who need road frontage, 
‘at least two perfect edges of a lawn, 
fone less intrusion of a neighbor, 
‘and the possibility 

of a wrap-around drive, 


if the property is fenced 
it’s a fortress, a place to breathe 
if the drive is pave-able 

i's permanent, one less worry 
of run-off gravel 


how many owners 
make a house un-new? 
how many coats 

‘make a wall un-coverable? 


‘how many unfavorable comments 
‘must be made by in-laws 

before the art is replaced 

‘and the bedrooms rearranged? 
how long before a house gets old? 


when they arrive 
they'll hire an unknown, 

to design their spaces 

because they know what they lke 
‘and when their kids are grown 
‘they'll do it again, and again 
leave their valuables, 

ina temporary room like runways 
for jets of landing dust 
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XXII 


‘To learn of water beneath our feet, 

We are aqueducts of un-memory 

Hanging beside every moment in conversation 
We find we've forgotten the word for river 

‘Our bones buried septic lines, spilling. 


Like rediation we migrate to heat, 

A swarm-body of entropy, what is it? 
AAs if every word now were literally brick 
Lining the walls of a coal-burning stove. 


‘To eat we are naked to live here, rushed 
Reaping only the chest of stone, 

‘The words: Hard gravel beds run dry. 

We rise through vaulted spaces, 

Buildings tower below us, no desperation just 


Forgefullness. 


To breathe we are woken alone, 
Small, hard, almost airborne. 
Shelled for echoes to recall 
‘That word we lost. What was it? 


Someone says! 
‘The elevator is here, 
‘The people are moving on, 


We vaguely see words become 
Shadows but going up, no figure, 

Blood and bones but no bodies, 

We pile into a box and pick a floor, the word, 


No Figure. No Skin, No River. 
No prospects of being reminded. 

just some dingy residue, leftovers, and 
those few lealcs we can't seemed to fix) 
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‘The written rules for comic strips and obits 
Are the first to go, they make the page first. 

I they see us in the funnies going mad, 
‘They say colorless or not 

“We consider you a friend,” they make words 
“We've never truly met” 

Except ("me") in these arid panels, 

Between the gutters 

‘And the edges of the page. 

“Sure we have.” 

“Are you kidding me?” 

“No he’s crazy as hell.” 


‘These stark exchanges like power lines, 
Dark interlocking wires, heavy 

With oblong and oval conversations, 
Surfacing little balloons of thought. 


If we've typified so soon, 
Made it this far to the confines 
Of the daily circular— 

can say Tl do my best, 

Stay off the sidewalk dead, 
Politely return undamaged 
Laughing that I've finished 
Reading the funnies 

‘And what my zodiae says. 


“Perhaps you'd care to join me 
Someday when the weather is settled,” 
‘And we both make the paper. 


XXII 


” 


XXIV 


‘Tarot with a Poker Deck, or How I Lost My Head 
And Completely Forgot about Old Pine River 


“Alright Stud, your turn, 
Pick a card and tell us" 


find association with the completely mad 
‘Thickening in this sink-hole suburban dance 
Behind the super mall I own three square acres 
Of the finest sky money can buy, 

You can have it for a ride or a plane ticket, 
‘Take me home or turn me into a bluebird. 


From my window, the voice of concrete 
‘cools to half vibrato 

Breaking serenity of an unshod train collision, 
(Sign-less and half hidden 

From the bicentennial glaze 

Of cheap motels and designer billboards), 

I find the weight of the sun just beyond 

‘the brink of sanity— 


He has passed languid into this world of new order 
‘And masked again the reason for breathing, 


ne intersection of a hundred frontiers, 
‘making a third, 

‘The horse’s teeth impassable by none outside 

‘The drunk skin of this new parade— 

‘The grand jester in a shoebox 

of interchanging photographs. 

Twant the reverse image of ash and everything I see, 

want the restoration of moth wings 

to this butterfly assembly. 


Can you dig that? 
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Form must reflect content, and if spades won't follow suit 


Weill cut heartsédiamonds from their postcard chests, 
Leave unsigned the laminated tongues of clover thieves, 
Hand them over to The Hierophant and The Moon, 


“— Spare us the gambler’s lore Stud 
T meant tell us what the ante is.” 


‘The last tramp; 
‘Time is here, is through. 
‘Those Rivers remember us. 
I'm all in 
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XxXV 


Coda: Follow Music Back to the Old Pine River 
skydog & little miss martha like me & you 
“every time I'm in Georgia I eat a peach for peace.” -skydog 


“Ahead this HWY forles 3 ways, perpetually— 
One of them leads to you.” 
“skydog is in the speakers; was and will be” 
“litle miss martha, litte bottle-neck blues gal, 
proud momma and bessie love their men & women, 
7 new nights a week.” 
“It’s a leap year, maybe not 
A tough Winter on this HWY" 
“on these HWYs, we are maintaining 
‘This velocity. Constantly this speed.” 
“if you died 
Today where 
Would you spend 
Eternity? 1 saw that on a billboard 
In North Georgia.” 
“One of these days we won't be so lovely, 
Late fall the leaves are on the ground— 
‘And leaves don't ever get lonely. 
Agree when to spring and when to let go" 
“Like at a 3-HWY junction with skydog 
‘we are headed for'a cemetery on a hill.” 


“Sexy silhouettes on a mud flap in front of me— 
probably a blues fan and a former lover. 


“The Tennessee fields smell like little miss 


martha 
‘and reminds him of flowers in her hair, The first note 
settles and makes her ery. 1 pase it 
Every time.” 

“This HWY drips off the plateau & 
‘the Barth is flat.” 
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“One of these HWYs knows where to find you.” 


“Head waters of the Old Pine River, 
Bath Time!” 
“The grooves on the shoulder 
‘They keep us awake” 
“What keeps the pines green?” 
“East TN mountains, 
Have you seen them? Speak the compacted language 
‘of Rock, subtle as the gyres in Winter smoke." 
“But that's another life of hard packed blood. 
It's the limestone that runs the parallels of the HWY.” 
“There's a wild party 
in the median tonight” 
“little miss martha loves her man.” 
“Ive skydog that lost ite miss martha— 
‘The day skydog died 
he was headed toward you. I wanted to come too.” 
“It’s the stone that Keeps 
Lines in the road, roots in the Barth.” 
"No route 
Hopeless. Every 
Mile marked. 
Don't forget-Me’s— 
Residue of a voice, the radio tides.” 
“ttle martha don't let it show" 
“Bverything is made from music & you.” 
“You and the HWY are made of sad stone.” 
“We've heard these songs together.” 


“Perpetually, at a 3-HWY junction, 
‘The HWYs hit and split, After these junctions, we can't 
forget about her Love. Please don't forget him 
‘One of these HWYs 

Leads to you and me." 

“Look at us now 
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HWY youth & 
HWY found 
HWY bred & 
HWY grown, 
“Somewhere on Rose Hill 
skydog is still playing for little miss martha, 
like me and you...” 
“Some clearer ait for the music to breathe, 
“Where these HWYs will take us...” 
“Somewhere in North Georgia, near the TN River, 

Love, like songs, is growing on a Peach Tree. 

‘That's where I'm headed." 
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XXVI 


Somewhere a farmer 
Is treading wet boots 
Up the hill to see 
Mommaa&Dadéy 


say a farmer is drowning 
His boots in the water 

His brothers and sisters 
Baptizing their bones 

Just to see them rinsed clean 


Her sundresses and his jeans 
Her bonnets on the line in the water now, 
Some old man's dream 

Drowning beside the farmer's boots, 


‘Their his, she sees them, 
She's with him in the water. 


‘And again I ask, 
What's the difference between 
dying and a bluebird, 

Since now she can walk with him 
Inthe river again (...?) 


XXVII 


after st francis & the wolf on the water. 


‘The afternoon shot the levee in thirds, unearthed 
Driftwood from that kingdom in his chest comes 
A rush of river blood: the voices of the dead. 

Blues preachers, blood fathers, & lovely widows, 


In back-water veins half-mud with verse, snake dust 
On his boots. The Sky passed without a hiss of cloud 

Lusting the cool bounty of vast blue atmospheres, holy 
Revivers scattering vapid cataracts of light on The River, 


Rapid toward the ominous cinder of the sea he pulled 
‘The voice of his birth under water through almanacs: 
‘The dead minstrel hymns sing of the snake-doctors 
Carry his sermons from mouth to bend and kneel, 


‘To pray grace— three quick births and a revival, 

Reveries rip thunder from the water it wounds the levee, 
the un-gated heart that shakes the afternoon saint 

To remind him— it wasn’t a flood, son;..it was The River. 


& the good st francis walked 
with the wolf into the water. 


XXVIIL 


As I sit here with honest and humbie intentions, 
Here with what I could muster in times of high water, 
Here to stay and float— 


1M sit here— try and recall that moment 
Before the sun goes down, 

Convinced 

tis the only hour in life 

Where there is life 


Not earth... nor the whole of our kind 
More than be the levee that spared the river 
Loose in the finishing hour of sunlight... will last 


You'll pass into the Big Night 
Set ablaze the young heads 

Inthe herd; él be satisfied 
‘To speak of poisons in the field 


Down-home twilight lovers, 
‘The oak and sycamore hearts 
Carved an oath in moonlight to die 
Together in the skin of a tree— 
Not a thing more, 


‘There'll be speak of a single cherry leaf 
Im each the bellies of a weaning bill 
Never mind it here. What is necessary 
For the herd now is good water— go there, 


For good water go with the dead, 
‘There is enough good ground 

For half the ereatures of the field to bear the death: 
‘Their young in the private bends of their hands— 


See them not as us but smooth flat stones 
Hung momentarily on the mist atop the water. 


‘And wonder whether it was the ripples 
Or the rocks he called riverwalkers, 


Us who come to drown before this other side. 


RIVERWALKERS 


When I got to Sunday School 
‘They asked me how it was the World came to be 
And how we make it out of here to Paradise. 


I told them 
Like mine did me. 
Wall started in a dream. 


A little water beetle woke up 
Half-way between The Sky and The River. 
‘They called that first-waker The Riverwalker. 


So it was, Sky & Water. 
‘The Riverwalker walked 
Between them in the formless dark 


After many measures of not-time unknown 
‘The Riverwalleer’s legs grew weak, tired, 
But it could not swim oF fly to rest them, 


‘The first creature to wake 
Almost became the first to die, 
But then it pleaded with the dreamer. 


In the primordial stumber 
‘The dreamer by force or persuasion 
Woke two more creatures into the dream. 


‘The Blue Catfish woke hungry and 
Dredged the riverbed for food, 

Surfaced and spit out the mud and sand, 
‘This is how the land came to be, 

‘The realm between, the meeting place, 

‘The first great island in the dark current, 

‘The Banny Rooster saw the land form, landed 
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‘To scratch around like chickens do and scattered 
‘The earth up & down the great water, The Old Pine River 


Suill dark and nearly formless, by some chance or design, 
‘The Riverwalker, who left dormant-home upon waking, 
Walked out of dark & landed upon one of the islands. 


For years it slept in exhaustion by water's edge, 
Until the dreamer woke it to see the sun waking beside it 
‘The life of another Riverwalker the same, Riverwalkers, 


‘The dreamer had waked the sun for the Crow & Dove, 
When the Crow could see, it swept mountains up, 
‘And with the Dove from the mountains came many. 


As the creatures were multiplied, so were their pleas. 
‘And the dreamer slept on, waking more in twos. 
‘As the dreaming was balancing, the pleas grew fewer. 


In the spreading quiet the dreamer heard the plants, 
And each plant pleaded for the creatures’ lives, 
So the dreamer dreamed that every plant was a remedy. 


‘The longer the dreamer slept, all became balanced, 
Fewer and fewer creatures pleaded, then none. 
‘And at last the dreamer and the dream grew silent. 


‘The dreamer opened the dreaming eyes and 
Realized the infinite potential that lay within. 
Eclipsed in the void, the dreamer grew lonely. 


Suspended in that soupy vacuum 


‘The dreamer thought of the water beetle 
‘And pleaded with the dream to return him there. 
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Returning to the slumber, the dreamer 
Found the dream had not stopped in his wake. 
It carried on in the absence, leaving the dreamer behind, 


‘This is precisely how time began, 
‘Asa means for the dreamer to measure 
‘The progress of the world in the dream. 


‘This is why the moon was waked in the dream. 
Before, there was only the dark void, then the sun 
Was awoken for the creatures to sce, but never sleep. 


‘The dreamer dreamed night and moon and stars 
For the creatures to sleep. Not so that they might rest, 
But go the dreamer could catch up if ever waked again. 


Like the creatures when they are away from sleep, 
‘The dreamer is bound to creation in the shumbe 
So ages passed & the dreamer, uninterrupted, slept. 


‘One day without warning the dreamer heard a new plea. 
After ages of silence, dreamer deemed the dream-making 
Complete. All whole. No more creatures or plants to wake. 


It was. The dream was leading the dreamer. The eternal 
River became a stil lake, & the islands, with their plants 
& creatures, tore loose the current’s bed, drifted apart. 


With two violent hands the dream was shaken away, 
For the second time the dreamer woke, and before it, 
In vast ooze of eternal slumber, another dreamer stood, 


‘The first dreamer became ill and fainted. The second grew 
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Horvified by the sight, collapsed. Both entered 
Into the dream a creature woke in the image of the 
‘dreamer. 


Nearly every creature and plant waked in pairs, balance. 

Crow & Dove, Catfish & Rooster, The Eagle & The Clazn, 

Except The Riverwalker and The Dreaming Creature, 
everything waked in twos. 


‘This is why the chicken snake in the apple tree fooled the 

Dreaming creature. This is why the man wears a tie and 

‘The woman wears @ dress— Why the man & the woman 
Ignore the others, the creatures & the plants, 


‘This is how the dreamers know to fear the dream will end: 

‘The dreamer dreamed a dreamer dreaming into the 

Dream, & during the Final waking, the Last Riverwalker 
left for home & resumed walking on water. 


‘The dreamer remained awake; the dream pressed on. 
‘The dreamers Dreamed the dreamer usurped from the 
dream. The dreamer was deemed earthbound, 
'& The Riverwalker was mocked in Mythology. 
So this is how the World came to be. The dreamer 
Dreamed dreaming into the dream. The new dreamers 
Confused the dream as their own, & in that dream, a little 
‘Bug grew tired & drowned in the Old Pine River. 


‘The End. 


* 
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